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Because the depths
Are clear with only death's
Marsh-light, because the rock of grief
Is clearly too extreme for us to breach:
Deepen our depths,

And aid our unbelief.

KYRIE

Is man's destructive lust insatiable ? There is
Grief in the blow that shatters the innocent face.
Pain blots out clearer sense. And pleasure suffers
The trial thrust of death in even the bride's embrace.

The black catastrophe that can lay waste our worlds
May be unconsciously desired. Fear masks our face;
And tears as warm and cruelly wrung as blood
Are tumbling even in the mouth of our grimace.

How can our hope ring true ? Fatality of guilt

And complicated anguish confounds time and place;

While from the tottering ancestral house an angry

voice
Resounds in prophecy. Grant us extraordinary grace,

O spirit hidden*in the dark in us and deep,
And bring to light the dream out of our sleep.

LACHRYMAE

Slow are the years of light:

and more immense

Than the imagination. And the years return
Until the Unity is filled. And heavy are
The lengths of Time with the slow weight of tears.
Since Thou didst weep, on a remote hill-side